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Despite snow days, computer problems and occasional mis- 
communications, here we are. Thanks to the kindness of our 
patrons and the many faculty members who donated books to 
the Grimoire book sale, we have purchased a new scanner, laser 
printer, and special software which essentially completes our 
desktop publishing system
We hope that the major result of the new equipment is a 
further expansion of Grimoire. Depending on the generosity of 
the Funding Board and our patrons, the Grimoire is planning to 
produce two issues a year, starting in Fall 1994.
For their assistance this year, the Grimoire staff would like to 
thank Francine Lottier and the student assistants at the English 
Department, Inge Pilgermayer and Nancylee Moore of the Pur­
chasing Office, Kevin Keefe of Keefe Printing, Kahane Chin of 
Academic Computing, Herb Ramirez of Desktop Publishing, and 
the members of the staff of the La Salle Art Museum and the 
faculty who served as judges for the awards: Br. Daniel Burke, 
Dr. James Butler, Professor Justin Cronin, Ms. Cindy Daugherty, 
Dr. John Kleis, Dr. Beverly Marchant, Dr. Maribel Molyneaux, and 
Ms. Caroline Wister.
A special thanks goes out to Jeremy P. Bushnell and Justin 
Cronin for bringing the Coffeehouse to La Salle. For the entire staff, 
I would like to thank everyone who submitted their creative 





(Inspired by "Death on a Pale Horse" 
a painting by Benjamin West)
The Powers of Darkness take hold, 
combining their strength against the righteous.
They come,
trampling the brave under their horses,
striking down the courageous at the mercy of Satan’s sword.
The Dogs of Hell follow their Master, 
foaming at the mouth with hate and terror.
They come,
tormenting the souls of the meek and humble, 
ravaging the land and claiming their domain.
Death leads them, brandishing bolts of fire and brimstone, 
along with his horsemen, bearing swords of destruction. 
They come,
bringing wars and famine, struggles and pain, 
depriving every living thing of life.
On a gleaming white horse the Savior rides, 
defeating Death with his everlasting presence.
He comes,
ridding the world of sin and darkness, 
embracing the faithful and resurrecting the martyrs.
—  Timothy J. Beehler
5
A Kiss Before Slurpee______________
Angela Vizzoni
It was around midnight. Ryan and Mary were walking barefoot across pebble-infested concrete to the Seven-Eleven. They were taking a 
break from their friend Tara's twenty-first birthday party. The carpet in the 
den, which had been a lovely shade of marigold at around eight that 
evening, was now tinted with large spots of green and brown. People were 
passed out all over the mysterious spots.
Ryan and Mary stepped over these near-corpses like soldiers over mines 
in a war-torn field and headed for the sliding glass door. They needed to 
wet the cotton in their mouths with grape Slurpees.
On the way to Seven-Eleven, Ryan took Mary's hand. He had to pull her out of the way before a red GMC truck ran up over the dent in 
the sidewalk and crushed her.
"You saved my life," Mary said, "thanks."
"Sure," Ryan answered.
"That was an unusual gift you gave Tara."
"Yeah. Well, I had one sitting in the back of my closet—I had never even 
been opened, so I figured I'd share the wealth."
"You had a wooden toilet seat in the back of your closet?"
"It was originally supposed to be a part of one of my art displays. I bought 
it one day on a whim, and I never used it."
Mary laughed. She had known Ryan since she was six, and still not one 
person she had met since then was like him.
"So how's Fay?" she asked.
"Fay who? Oh, my fiancee of four years? Why don't you ask her? " 
"Why?"
"I never see her—she's always either studying or going to formal dances 
with other guys and not telling me until I see the pictures on her dresser 
two months later."
"Sorry," Mary said.
"Don't worry about it," he said.
"Is the engagement off or what?" she asked a minute later.
Ryan looked at her like she was crazy. "Yeah, it's off," he answered. He 
pulled something out of his pocket. "This is the ring." He handed it to Mary. 
"It wasn't expensive. You can have it if you want."
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"Why would I want someone else's engagement ring?" she asked, hand­
ing it back to him.
"It's not hers anymore. It's not mine. It's not anyone's. Just pretend you 
found it."
"No thanks. You can keep it. Give it to the next girl."
Ryan grabbed her hand again. Then he grabbed the other one. He pulled 
her to him and kissed her on the mouth for about ten minutes, until she 
finally pulled away.
"I didn't really want to do that," she said.
"You're right. Neither did I. I guess I'm confused," he mumbled, like he 
didn't want to admit it.
They sat on a curb and talked about nothing for a while. Then they discussed the stars. They couldn't talk about anything real anymore. 
Their first kiss had changed all that. Now they had experienced a shift, a 
gravitational pull, from "good friends" to God-knows-what else.
They realized they still hadn't gotten to Seven-Eleven. Mary was upset. 
She hadn't wanted to start having feelings for Ryan. Now she was stuck. He 
paid for her large Slurpee, as if that could ease the pain he was causing her. 
Ryan didn't know what to say. He wasn't about to say he was sorry.
When they walked back to Tara's, it was almost dawn. The people on 
the floor were still comatose, and the humidity mingled with the smell of 
stale vomit and made it even more pungent. They found a clean spot on the 
floor and lay a respectable distance apart. They both knew that by morning 
they would have rolled even farther away from each other.
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New Year
The ash trays are full, 
plastic cups cracked, empty, 
or sweating as ice cubes melt.
She pulled the kitchen table 
out from the white tile wall, 
far enough for someone to scoot in, 
and spread cheese into celery sticks, 
cut onions and roll pierogies—
all the things that make her arthritic fingers ache. 
Nobody helped this year.
This never changes.
it’s time to go, the table has been pushed back 
against the wall.




— Jeremy P. Bushnell
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A Jewish Girl States
A Jewish girl states,
"Religion is for us
to have something to believe in
while we grow up."
The unmoved-mover moves 
child born from form,
Genetic sexual being 
God’s grace.
A leaf falls from
ground catches, tumbling and bouncing 
in place in the forsythia bush.
God appears.
Believe or faith 
Elderly praying for Spring 
when they walk again, 
when rejoice from absent ghost 
pray for this year’s lost souls 
God resigns,
saying life is only immortal within faith in me.
Chaos, random studies 
the mathematics of language 
impulse engenders 
poetry becomes spiritual—
A spiritual vocation, 
giving all life, too. . .
God sings his tune.
Birth of Puritan 
thought and secularism.
Brave animals of the pragmatic 
Darwin revamped. Victims 
of fundamentalism, 
death of intelligence.
Why these recurring questions?
Why do Americans think without thought?
—  Jeffrey A. Fisher
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O n e . . .two.. .three...
"Jessie? Get the phone!" my mother crooned from the basement.
four. . .five.. .six. ..
"Jessica?!"
Terrified, I gazed at the black receiver in the hallway. With all the 
ingenuity that a second grader could muster, I scurried from my room and 
shouted down the laundry shoot, "I'm in the bathroom!"
seven.. .eight...
My mother responded with a rapid succession of footsteps upon the 
stairs; however, the caller had given up with ring number eight. My hands 
were still shaking as I sat on the edge of the bathtub, listening to her voice 
repeat, "Hello? Hello?"
It was all Sister Benedict's fault. I knew that hating someone was a mortal 
sin, and that hating a nun was probably a fatal sin, but I resigned myself to 
a few years in purgatory for disliking Sister Benedict.
Sister was surely bald, although my best friend Lisa once claimed to have 
seen some strands of silver hair peaking from beneath her veil. Her Siberian 
eyes and transparent complexion formed a surreal image of someone who 
walked out of a stained glass window. An ugly one. And she had this metallic 
voice that would carry throughout each floor of St. Cecilia's, creating an eerie 
effect that she was always just around the corner.
For as long as anyone could remember, Sister had been teaching second grade. Although she was one step ahead of every practical joke, she 
was one step behind in her teaching methods. Sister carried a long, wooden 
pointer as he marched up and down the aisles of desks. We never saw her 
use it on anybody, but she never used it to point at anything either. Sister 
consistently made use of classroom corners, and if the occasion arose, she 
had no qualms about grabbing students by their collars to drag them down 
to the principal's office.
Although she never hauled me down the corridor by my red uniform 
tie, Sister gave me more than the allotted share of written punishments. My 
portfolio included essays about the negative aspects of passing notes, the 
potential hazards of running through the hallway with scissors, and the 
necessary benefits of covering books with brown paper. When she caught 
me laughing at her operatic singing voice in Church, Sister made me write 
the definition of "reverence" five hundred times, a definition I would forever
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remember. Respect felt or shown. Respect felt or shown. Respect felt or 
shown.
Sister Benedict was reverent enough for the whole class. She made us all 
come to school a half an hour early so that we could attend morning mass 
each day. In fact, it was after one of these masses that she awakened my 
deepest horror.
A s  I attempted to scamper past her, Sister Benedict held onto my
arm,"You were very attentive at mass today, Mary. . .maybe you'll 
become a sister when you grow up after all." (Because Jessica was not a saint's 
name, Sister always referred to me as Mary.)
My eyes widened with fear. "You mean I might get a call?"
"Anyone could.. .You'll just have to wait and see."
That night, I couldn't sleep. My stomach tethered into a wet double knot 
every time the phone rang. Sister had once told our class how God called 
her to join the convent. Although I had nothing against God, I questioned 
his taste for ever dialing her number.
To me, becoming a nun was a prospect worse than eternal summer 
school. I shuddered as I envisioned myself saying night prayers amidst a 
commune of robed, bald women.
On the way to school that next morning, I asked Lisa what I should do. After serious consideration, she came up with a solution as we 
entered the church for morning mass. "You could get your phone number 
changed!"
Although we both thought it was a brilliant plan as we flicked holy water 
at each other and shuffled up the aisle, our enthusiasm waned after the 
homily. Father Curtis claimed that each of us had a guardian angel that 
watched over us while God was busy doing other things. Picturing God 
beside a telephone with a long list of names, I knew what He was busy doing.
Lisa whispered, "I forgot about the guardian angels. . .they're like spies, 
Jessie. You'll never get away with changing your number."
Weeks of brain storming resulted only in further awareness of the futility in my avoiding God's call. Lisa decided that the only sure 
way would be to get rid of our phones altogether. Since I knew that my older 
sister,who spent just about every waking hour with her ear attached to the 
receiver, would never be convinced of the merits of letter writing, I knew 
that I was eventually doomed to hear from God.
Since I could think of little else, convent culture filled most of my 
conversations. Lisa, who somehow knew a great deal about the workings of 
nuns, continually expanded my repertoire on the religious life.
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When I asked, "Do nuns sleep with their nun clothes on?", Lisa instantly 
responded, "Of course not. . .they sleep in flannel pajama versions of their 
nun clothes."
When I questioned what the Sisters did when they weren't teaching or 
attending mass, she replied, "They make Holy Communions."
I never debated the accuracy of Lisa's inside knowledge on convent life. 
After all, she was a month and a half my senior, and she always claimed to 
know more about things because she was older.
Every night, I prayed that if I had to be a nun, I wanted to get a post far 
away. Even the remote possibility of sharing a room with Sister Benedict 
sent a shiver through my skin. I begged God not to call me.
Although the weeks slowly tiptoed past, I heard every footstep. Fearing 
the phone, I spent as much time as possible away from our house. I never 
declined an invitation to go to Lisa's, and in the morning, I even began 
leaving an hour early to go to mass.. It was safer that way.
On one of these early morning journeys, Lisa suggested that we make a stop-over at Ed's Candy Store. As a result, our pockets were filled 
with penny candy, but our timing was off — we slipped into the pews just 
in time for selection.
Selection was a dreaded event. Just before mass began, Sister would tap 
two students on the shoulders, a ritual which translated to mean "Offertory 
Procession Duty." This relatively simple chore involved bringing up the 
communion and wine to the priest; however, total concentration was 
necessary because the Offertory Procession had the tendency to creep up 
on the selected few and preparation was needed to be on cue.
Lisa cringed as Sister Benedict placed her hand on her shoulder. Laugh­
ing to myself at Lisa's misfortune, I began wondering who her unlucky 
partner would be. Sister's cold finger upon my back offered me the answer. 
We were the chosen ones.
As Mrs. Trudy, the organist, began pedaling a rather flat and crooning 
version of an unrecognizable hymn, Lisa nudged me. "Come on". . .
W e proceeded to the small table, behind the first section of pews. 
Usually, one person would carry the tray of communion and the 
other the cup of wine, but on that day, there was a basket filled with petitions 
which we had colored in Religion class the day before. Lisa quickly grabbed 
the basket, leaving the bread and wine for me to carry myself.
Slowly marching in step, Lisa smirked as she glanced over at me. As 
usual, Mrs. Trudy had lost her place in the hymn. To recover, she was playing 
part of the song over and over, making it rather difficult for the congregation
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to sing in unison. On top of this, Sister Benedict's window-shattering voice, 
as always, could be heard above all others.
Stifling smiles, Lisa and I neared the altar. However, as Mrs. Trudy finally 
gave up on the hymn and Father Curtis stood to accept the gifts, a phone 
started ringing. I knew right away who it was; God was tracking me down.
In that moment of terror, my heart stopped. Although the sound of clamoring metal and splashing liquid filled the church, the only sound 
which registered in my mind was that of the phone. It wasn't until my empty 
palms dropped to my sides that I realized the phone had stopped ringing.
Yet the container of wine had not. Rocking back and forth, it reminded 
me that I had done what all selected second graders feared. My eyes dropped 
to witness the pile of wet Communion at my feet. Although the wine had 
transformed the saturated wafers into a soft pink color and there was 
nothing I could do to make amends, I proceeded to stare at the cold marble 
for an endless second.
At any moment, I expected the floor to crack open and the flames of hell 
to engulf me. When no such aftershocks occurred, I looked in Sister's 
direction. There was pity in her face, but the kind of pity that said, "Don't 
cry over spilled milk.. .even though that was the only drop of milk we have 
left."
A lthough I cannot remember how the mess was cleaned, I recall having the sympathy of everyone in the class for the next week. 
Word about the mishap traveled, and my fame quickly spread to the third 
and fourth grades as well.
Not only was I never selected again, but Sister never mentioned the fact 
that God might give me a call. Somehow, by the look in the priest's face, I 
knew He never would.
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A Belle at the Battlefield
Your white arms are fat.
And your white words, 
spit from a pointed mouth, 
are dripping with bad habits.
You have come from your plantation
to pay homage,
cry a little,
lay a dead wreath
of kudzu
round my fat white neck.
You have never picked 
mica off bones, 
never had chains 
on your nipples, 
laid like a dog 
in your own bile 
for days.
"Should of sent them back to Africa. 
Should of sent their black asses 
back on ships."
You have got a lisp, 
are infected with a twang.
You are calling me darlin ’
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I stand still,
my breath smothered 
by the image of cotton 
lifeless with plasma.
"So many young boys, my family, 
killed to free some niggers."
The words hang bluntly, 
like a colored man 
a marionette in a tree.
I see you 
on the verandah 
that overlooks 
the craters of fields 
of remains,
drinking mint colored syrup 
and laughing.
In muddy sleep,
I weep for the old black mother
—  Jen Weikert
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Drummer Boy
He stretches flat, 
head draped 
across a down pillow, 
blanket pulled up to his chin.
Ten toy soldiers 
march over his chest, 
beat their snares 
against his heart 
double-time.
He closes his eyes and follows 
under the bed, into the closet, 
ducking behind pairs of dark blue Wranglers 
bunched across wire hangers.
There is a leader.
And there’s nothing else to do.
Like years later 
when he gets his draft card, 
packs up his old blanket 
printed with faded toy soldiers, 
kisses Mom and Dad good-bye, 
and leaves to fight in any war.
They tell him which direction 
to point the gun.
They pour the rhythm into his eyes 
and he marches with the others.
He vanishes slowly 
like the toy soldiers.
He’s gone gray keeping time.
—  Angela Vizzoni
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Y ou  Are N o t Forgotten" — Lubomyr Konrad
19
Entering
They can’t start without me.
Bounding up the steps
And slipping through just as the ushers let the doors swing shut. 
One clicked on his flashlight and squinted at the ticket 
And the shadows crawling up behind him, he thought, 
made the white-haired man look as if he had wings.
Feeling along the brass railings after the chandeliers dimmed 
To the ten-dollar Tuesday night seat, 





the crystalline voices most purely,
with the vibrations bouncing off the wall behind him,
tingling.
I need this.
He watched them shuffle into place on the risers.
White collars, blue stripes, short black shoes,
There it all dissolved for him,
the rings from the coffee mugs staining stacks of papers, 
and angry red blinks on the answering machine,
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and tapping his Cross pen on the table at the board meetings, 
and the thing that scared him the most — 
when he would awaken to imagined sounds 
at two in the morning to find himself 
twisted in the sheets, 
curled at the foot of his bed, 
and that gnawing, indefinable strife, 
the feeling that he was somehow atrophied already, 
so intense that he would clutch the phone 
so his fingers turned white, 
pounding his knees with his other fist, 
as if this would hurry along the dissonant automatic dial, 
and squeeze shut his eyes 
to picture his ex-wife better,
whispering down the receiver at him 
—what do you need, what do you need —
These things now replaced—
And his eyes became theirs.
The sea of faces, each row the crest of another wave, 
tracing lines on his shore.
He knew, once more, that life was 
before acerbity, 
before departing, 








And it didn’t seem so bad, 
how he daydreamed 
(while his secretary talked at him) 
of the little black girl on the subway Thursday last 
with licorice hair that studied his face, 
her hand inside a larger that tugged her away, finally. 
But she smiled at him—
There — the faces on the stage, 
shiny and soft, 
like their voices.
There crouched, not removing his scarf, 





self portrait in a suit, dreaming of birds
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You Won't Get Me Through This Will You?
Hillary O'Connor
I need to believe that I am the perfect girl. Anything less is not good enough. I create myself— am who I want to be. I went to find her so 
I could know what the best could be.
Working at the book stores those days was depressing. You no longer 
came to see me. I no longer dressed for anyone. I worked long days, thinking 
of your ex-girlfriend, wondering how she left you. You who I thought was 
perfect. You, who left me. You, who found me imperfect.
I happened across a book on nursing. It talked of cleanliness, safety and 
comfort. It led me into a sort of obsession. I admit that now. But admitting 
things doesn't always mean its over.
I met Dana once. She had been waiting to pick you up near the store. 
She stood at the car. It was an interesting dare. Her back leaned into the 
street on her car, while her feet remained on the sidewalk. She stared at her 
fingernails, and I wondered if she was acting shy. I knew how to act shy too. 
I wondered if you liked that. For you, I had never been shy.
You introduced us, and she said she was glad to meet me. She watched 
those fingers, allowing us to exchange glances with unspoken meanings. It 
also allowed me to concentrate on her. If I had been expecting her, I would 
have shaken with fear and never remembered her face. Instead I came across 
the two of you by accident and was able to inspect her. Detail by long, thin, 
detail. She was not radiant, but nothing like me either. She was long in 
everything. In nails, in hair, in face. She was warm, her hair a hugging brown, 
falling in front of her downcast face. She dressed as I imagined a nurse to 
dress. A little adult, a little out of style, in blacks and whites. I was not afraid 
of her as I supposed, nor did I sense any competition. She had no idea who 
I was.
Mostly, I was curious about this Dana. Your first love and the girl who 
seemed to awake you from childhood. The girl who I was often compared 
to, although I thought myself much more. Funny, I was much less.
Meanwhile, you eyed me, all endearment. And I felt I somehow pos­
sessed you.
It Was when I left work that night. That was when I went looking for her. I truly had nowhere else to go. My apartment would be more 
comforting — conversations with roommates, sad music, and sleep. Classes 
were out until January and the library was closed. Looking for you would 
be senseless and debilitating. Everyone says so.
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So I went to the hospital where she worked. When I was in high school, 
I was afraid of hospitals. But there was one right next to my school. 
Watching ambulances, stretchers, screaming children, and even a suicide 
out the front window became commonplace. My friends led me in after 
school, very unaware of my fears. They walked right through the emergency 
room doors without a glance. Inside, we would pick and choose food from 
the vendors, ignoring the hopeless glances from those awaiting bad or 
possibly good news. We strolled through corridors, listening to groaning, 
elderly people, in search of the cafeteria. I was petrified the first few times. 
I awaited the moment when someone would run screaming down the white 
halls in fear of the death that had embraced a loved one. It seemed those 
final moments between life and death—those final moments when self 
judgment is at its truest, probably most horrible—were in every room. 
Everyone in my view of the hospital, futilely warned off death.
But I got over that and I too roamed the hallways with casual indiffer­ence. It was easy. When I went looking for Dana, I strolled in the 
doors, knowing no one would bat an eyelash. I walked calmly for a while, 
not knowing where to look. At first, I went up to the Intensive Care unit. All 
the nurses I knew worked in Intensive Care. But Dana was not there. So I 
went to the maternity ward. I would have liked to work there. It was possible 
that she would have that perfect job—coddling infants in peaceful, warm 
rooms. I could imagine her in that beautiful motherly job. But in this hospital, 
the maternity ward was nearly empty. Not many women came here to have 
babies.
I felt a strange discomfort rising from under my ribs. If I didn't find her, 
what would I do? I could not go home, not again, not like this, without 
anything more to say. Nothing to talk about except the fact that you and I 
were over and I knew it.
I tried to think clearly. You had once said she worked in Emergency. 
You were afraid you were going to get AIDS from some bleeding druggie 
that bled on her. I figured that was far-fetched. I shook my head, sorrowful 
that I needed to know some of the things you had told me in passing. I had 
recorded all of our conversations and all of these details in my head as if on 
a tape recorder. At the time it seemed pointless; you would be around 
forever. Still, I recorded it all.
Back on the main floor, I was confused. There was no way I could find 
the Emergency Ward without asking. I knew it would be stupid to ask when 
it was evident I was in no emergency.
I went back outside to my car. I looked back at the illuminated building in search of something, and I noticed its awe-filling color. In the dark 
sky, it was yellowy, beautiful and large. If I had been another twenty yards
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away, it would not have created such a tremendous effect. It looked down 
on me in warning. It watched me. It knew I was up to no good.
I drove around the parking lot. The hospital remained a glass front with 
a glass door. I drove slowly and figured the emergency room would be on 
the street side. And there it was. Plenty of signs showed where to look, where 
to park your car—how to save the most time in case of emergency. I went 
back around and parked my car in the same spot it had been before. Walking 
around the hospital on the walkway, I wondered how I looked to someone 
driving by in a car. Did I look crazy or distraught? Did I look young and 
poetic? It occurred to me that I probably looked like a nurse going to work 
without a uniform on. Nurses were attractive to you.
When I got to the Emergency Room, I strolled in as casually as a kid stopping in for a snack. This time peoples' heads turned. They made 
sure it was not a dire emergency and looked away. My chest burned under 
my jacket. I hoped not to look as desperate as I felt. There was a waiting 
room off to the far left, where people were just sitting. A white limbo amidst 
life and death. I went there and picked up a magazine. Flipping through, I 
watched the floor between where I sat and the swinging doors where the 
real Emergency Room must lay. I watched for the feet of the nurses, and 
their perfect white ankles in tights. Some came and some passed by. None 
of them was Dana. I sat for less than an hour and gave up. She wasn't there.
But I knew she worked at that hospital in the Emergency Ward. This is 
what I thought about on my drive home. Today may be her day off.
Driving slowly, tired in my little heap, I also thought of our last conver­
sation. We had been in the park after a long angry morning. I was slowly 
eating peanuts from a bag. You were so very desperate for 11 AM—really 
collapsing. It had only been three days after she had packed up and left you. 
But I was prepared for the backlash. I instinctually knew our relationship 
was feebly based on the problems in your life with Dana. I felt suddenly 
ugly, as you were citing all the ways you would get her back. I began to pick 
the peanut shells off of my jacket and brush my hair away from my face.
"Well, why did she leave?" I asked.
"She hasn't said, yet." The yet was a clue that you would be trying this 
for a long time. She was also being mysterious, something I could not afford 
to be.
I put a small hurt sound in my voice. "Maybe it's better this way."
I wanted to be comforting. I didn't want you to see how needy I was. I 
got up and left, attempting to be dramatic. But you didn't follow me.
The next day, I pondered my options. I could stop at the hospital before or after lunch. If I went after work, I would be there during the same
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shift I had been yesterday. If I went in the morning, I would be there during 
a different shift, on a different day, and so increase my chances of encoun­
tering her. But her shift had always been at night, I had known that well 
enough. And besides, I couldn't imagine the big building in the dramatic 
visibility of daylight.
So I went to work, and I dressed sweetly. My long skirt made me look 
adult, as well as pretty childish. I knew you loved long skirts, and Dana had 
never worn any. But you wouldn't be coming in today anyway, so who was 
I dressing for? Dana, really.
I knew at the time that I was in a frenzy that would end me somewhere 
askew. But I was breathing on that simple hysteria. In my mind, I figured I 
would somehow befriend Dana. This would leave you in quite a spot to see 
that Dana had me, while dropping you. Maybe you would even think I had 
left you too, and you would want me back.
At lunch, I ate a healthy salad alone. No maundering collegiate boys to 
eat with me. I was alone and simply, a loner. Dana would like this person.
After work, I was ready. I redid my make-up. Feeling refreshed, I was gone with the long, quick flow of my skirt. I approached the hospital 
slowly. I needed to think carefully before going in. Seeing a car in the parking 
lot that looked like yours, my heart jumped at the idea that she could be 
using your car, that you could be back together. It was not yours, though. I 
frowned, trying with difficulty to think.
I parked near the main entrance. I went in the first glass doors, holding 
my pocketbook purposefully. To the women at the desk, I was a beloved 
wife visiting her sick husband. Or I was a newlywed, pregnant under my 
coat, going for an ultrasound. I liked these images. I headed for the 
Emergency Room, approaching it from the other side. I knew I could find a 
place to watch. There was a small area where vending machines were 
pushed back from the hallway. I could stand there, ten yards from the 
Emergency Ward, and be unnoticed. If someone passing saw me, I would 
not look strange. I was buying food or coffee. At worst, I was a sad girl 
separated from the waiting room after a desperate night praying for some­
one's life. So I hung out there for a while. I drank coffee and watched 
carefully.
Nothing was terribly active about the Emergency Room. There was a 
man choking, who came in with a wife and three children. He went right in 
while the mother and children bounced around the room. One girl chattered 
loudly about chicken bones and how they could kill you if they were stuck 
in your throat. I wondered who drove. How could he drive while choking? 
And if she drove, who would hold down these wild little animals. I figured 
he drove.
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One young kid was in there for a broken finger. He had on striped soccer 
clothes and black cleats. He was very clean. I imagined it was not a soccer 
injury. But I wondered if he would tell his friends it was. He and his mother 
waited in the room while the attendants took care of the choker.
I had a surprisingly good view from little nook. I knew sitting in the 
waiting room would make me look conspicuous when I finally met her. But 
my hiding spot easily allowed me the opportunity to watch as I needed.
After an hour and a few minor emergencies, she came out of the swinging doors. She was not wearing white as I had imagined. She 
was wearing a blue sweatshirt and white pants. She looked young—like an 
Irish girl who played softball for a Catholic school. She was less dramatic 
than I had remembered, but still very cute—freckled pleasantly.
She was saying good-bye to an older man and his son. The man joked 
pleasantly pointing fingers and winking at her as he left. She laughed and 
said good luck while turning to look at papers on the counter of the 
registration desk. I felt young. I knew I could like her. My heart began to 
beat a little faster. I simply had to act.
I went back out to my car. Walking through long corridors, I looked at 
myself in every reflection. My skirt still looked ironed, my make-up fresh, 
my hair in place. I would take myself under my wing. Why wouldn't she?
Outside, the glow of the hospital gave me strength. If I didn't move fast in the hysteria of the last twenty-four hours, I may lose that 
feeling. If I lost the feeling, I would resign myself to losing you, and then I 
would have to get over it. I hate getting over it. The menacing, ugly yellow 
paint of the walls allowed me to feel disgust. Inside, people confronted their 
deaths—all the time judging their existence through the smells of sterility, 
waste, and urine. I imagined a hospital a horrible place to die. With this 
anger, I opened the trunk of my red car and found the hammer my brother 
had left in the car. A few days earlier, he had left his whole tool box in the 
trunk. It was one of those subtle coincidences which affect us all when we 
most need it. But all I needed was the hammer. I wondered if I might need 
the rest of the tools another time.
I shut the trunk and walked to the driver's seat with the tool. It was a 
beautiful hammer: brown wood handle, with a black iron head. In my hands, 
it was very heavy but smooth.
The car was parked facing the hospital. If it had not been facing the 
massive glow, I may not have gone through with it. But it did. I stared at 
the hospital, my face forcefully frowning. I thought of you with other people. 
I thought of you whining about her. I thought of your weak shrug of the 
shoulders. I gripped the top of the steering wheel and turned the underside 
of my wrist up. I looked at the hospital again and sneered. Swinging the
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hammer hard down on the ball of my wrist, I whipped it slightly as it gained 
momentum. The pain was sharp and I breathed deeply. Tears lined my eyes 
and I blinked with a laugh. I remembered a girl on my high school softball 
team who whipped her arm around with each powerful throw. It looked 
stylish, as I had just done. It was a relief to have the first over. It was red, 
but I wasn't sure I had broken anything. I did it again. The pain was deep 
and burning this time. I didn't know if I could do it anymore. I no longer 
could hold the wheel. But then I did. Two quick, burning swings. The fifth 
and sixth swings were much less powerful, but there was no longer any pain 
—my hand and arm were numb by now. Two more swings assured me that 
something was broken.
Cradling my stiff wrist in my lap, I checked my make-up. Tears had blurred my eye-liner. But if I had had an accident, it would be likely 
that I would look a little frazzled. I watched my face as I put powder lightly 
on my cheeks. The redness evened out as the powder washed along my 
cheeks. The paleness made my face flat and angleless. Empty—but I pre­
ferred the possibility of beauty to all that visible emotion. Looking directly 
in my own dark eyes, I caught the yellow reflection of the hospital. You had 
never said anything about my face. I wondered if anyone would ever look 
at me and talk to me as my parents had. I wanted to hear that I was beautiful. 
I turned away.
Using my right hand to push the door open, I got out of the car. I pushed 
the door closed and felt my legs shaking beneath me. Slightly nauseous, I 
looked at my wrist. It was swelling grotesquely. Dana would look at it and 
automatically know it was broken. I walked away and felt a pull at my skirt. 
Annoyed, I turned to see my skirt pulling and caught in the door. I looked 
closer. The navy silk was torn in a long line near the bottom of the skirt. God 
damn it, I cursed. I opened the door quickly and pulled at the material. 
Caught in a metal edge, the skirt ripped further,
"Fuck, fuck, fuck." I could hear the resigned anguish of my voice. That 
was the teary sound that would always get my mother running to help me, 
comfort me. The thought of my mother allowed all of the pain out. I fell to 
the cold, damp ground and wept. With pity, I looked at the swollen wrist. 
I whimpered. My mind worked anxiously in the angry tears. I could no 
longer go in there. I'd look like a beaten up wife. No wonder you left me, 
Dana is too graceful to have done this.
Trying to get up, I moved too suddenly and felt the pain racing up my arm. I grunted and grimaced. And pictured that weak mid-shrug, 
which was always your answer to the question, "How do you feel about me?" 
In the end, there was no beginning to what I had believed— and hoped.
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My arm pulled tightly to the flesh of my middle, I started to see what I 
had done. I saw that I worked for your attention still. Constantly working 
to get you to see me again, to hear me again. A broken arm might warrant 
a sympathy card. A trip to the hospital, accidentally meeting Dana, all in 
desperate grasp of you.
Back in the car, I felt sober again. The hysteria pulled me at least one disgusted step away from you, and myself. The physical manifesta­
tion was this racing anxious pain. I wondered if it would be enough to allow 
me to get over you—you, whom I thought was perfect. I was broken. And 
maybe I would never be whole again.
With my right arm, I drove myself out to the street, toward another 
hospital. I hoped you would never see me like this.
a pause on the road
Four travelers on the way to Delphi — 
we sit under an olive tree, 
pass around the water bottle, 
loaf of bread from my pack.
So cool, the shaded water.
— Rob Sarnowski
Words of wisdom to a child
terror
Joined by hate, claims another victim
The Evil of
warmakers shaped by Fear
spells out An awakening of Fighting
Dark stories of war and of horrors 
take a bite out of hope
even dreams 
are captive.








A tim e for courage
heal thyself
and Bliss willF O L L O W -
—  Lex Terenchin
"Hanukkah Ashes"— Duffy
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on being prohibited from ever waking up
there are men here with hard hands 
and iron hearts
and yet they dream in as many colors as anyone else
they live their lives like poems
bitter odes to abandonment and despair
jotted on irregular scraps of brown paper
they live their lives like prayers 
offered up as the gun barrels
press tighter and tighter against the webs of their skulls
and they grip bottles and try their skill at forgetting 
slowly dissolving their need to nurture 
since they will never be allowed it anyway
the lungs of a statue are stone as well 
these men are not statues
—  Jeremy P. Bushnell
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I'm not sure where to start. I guess a good place would be the accident, when my grandmother and mother were struck and killed by a truck, 
and the whole business with the inheritance. The deal was, my grandmother 
had left all her stuff to my mother, her only daughter, and since they both 
died in the accident, the estate was withheld while the courts decided what 
to do with it. Various far-off relatives staked various claims to it, lawyer upon 
lawyer was brought in, and eventually what was decided was that the bulk 
of the estate was to be left to me at age twenty-three, and the rest to my 
brother Earl, who was a minor at the time. I was in charge of Earl's funds 
until he graduated from high school. Everything's been complicated since.
I live now in a cozy apartment in Worcester, Massachusetts, which has 
room for all my stuff and not much else. I'm alone, and have been since Beth 
left me a little less than a year ago. We weren't engaged, it was more 
"promised to be engaged," but we were as good as married for the four years 
we were together. I first met her in Iowa, when I was living in my 
grandmother's house, shortly after it was determined that the place was 
mine. She moved in with me after a year, and came east with me last year 
before calling it quits. In a strange way, I don't really miss her, and I guess 
there was always that strange element in our relationship, like I could live 
without her, and now I do.
I first met her, like I said, back when I was living in my grandmother's rickety old house in Des Moines. She worked at the local supermarket, 
Tait's, as a cashier, and lived at home at twenty-five, raising her five younger 
sisters with her mother. I was twenty-four when I met her, and living in that 
old house with no job, no complications, and no life really. We needed each 
other to change things, her to break away from home, and me for something 
to do, I guess. Whatever the case, we got really attached really quickly, and 
she jumped at the chance to move in with me after a year.
Our daily routine was just that, a routine. There was never any real 
excitement going on, as I found things to do during the day, while she kept 
working at Tait's. (We didn't need the money, the inheritance left me pretty 
much set, but she kept working there for her mother, or so she said. Actually 
I think she did it out of guilt; I don't think she felt comfortable with me 
paying for everything all the time.) I would usually lounge around the house 
(we had four recliners), read newspapers, shop at the local mall, or just go 
for walks in our little neighborhood. I knew just about everyone, and I'd 
usually catch one of them working in their flower beds, or walking their 
baby, or something. We'd have coffee, and talk about their kids, or their
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lawns, or whatever, passing a few hours by until Beth got home at six. I 
would always get home just before she did, ready to relax with her and hear 
about her day at work. With me I think she felt safe, comfortable, secure; 
those days in Des Moines weren't so bad.
W hat was tricky back then was Earl. He's five and a half years younger 
 than me, and when the decision was made that I was to get 
grandma's estate, he was only seventeen. I told him that the money was just 
as much his as it was mine (he had already dropped out of high school and 
didn't plan on going back), and I'd support him and give him whatever, but 
he took the whole thing personally and exploded at me, saying he didn't 
want any part of the money and would go off to California to live with his 
friends out there. My grandmother's lawyer, Mr. King (the one who was on 
my side and today helps me manage her money), had arranged for Earl to 
be under his and my supervision, rather than send him off to some distant 
relative. He told me that he felt Earl could manage for himself (he was the 
one who insisted on the condition of Earl's graduation, saying it was a 
"lifelong wish" of my mother) and it wouldn't be fair to ship him off 
someplace else. I don't think Mr. King ever liked Earl, and by doing what 
he did he thought he'd give him a life lesson, or something. I didn't 
appreciate it, and I told him. There was nothing I could do, though. I was 
always a little afraid of Mr. King; he was an old man with a baggy face and 
bright silver hair, and he was in control of things. Earl went off to California, 
while I moved in to my grandmother's house.
Earl would pop into my life at odd intervals, and that always made things 
difficult. The first time I heard from him was about a month after he left, 
when he called me from Arizona. I was boiling water at the time, and in my 
excitement knocked the kettle over; in trying to pick it up I fumbled the 
phone, and for a moment there was silence on the other end. With a quick 
sigh he started talking and I was relieved. He said he had just got a job out 
there in a carwash after leaving California under strange circumstances, 
although he wouldn't ever tell me exactly what happened. He told me he 
was living in the garage of a girl he had met, a girl whose father would try 
to kill him if he ever saw him. Fortunately, this man was on the road for a 
month, said Earl with a laugh, and he could stay there until he returned. I 
told him I wanted to send money, help out, do something, and he got 
defensive, saying he didn't want my pity, and stuff like that. I felt so bad 
about everything, and basically begged an address out of him. It was 
embarrassing, but he gave in eventually, and I got Mr. King to wire him a 
thousand dollars. I didn't hear from him for a year after that.
When he called that time, Beth and I had just started living together. I had told her a great deal about him, and when she answered the 
phone, I was out taking a walk. She kept him on the phone for twenty
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minutes until she saw me coming up the street, and she yelled for me to 
hurry in. She was frantic about it, but I figured if Earl called he wouldn't 
suddenly hang up. This time, he said, he was in Kansas City. I asked what 
he was doing there, and he said out West wasn't working, and wouldn't go 
into it. I tried to convince him to come to Iowa; I don't know why, I don't 
know what I thought I could have done. He was very evasive, though, and 
never went into much of anything, except that he was staying in the Motel 
6 at Kansas City and he needed money. He gave me an address to wire cash 
to, and again, I got off the phone and made the arrangements via Western 
Union. On a whim, I decided I'd visit him in Kansas City— it was only about 
an hour flight and I certainly had the time to do it—so I called United and 
started to make reservations. As I was doing this, Beth told me to stop, saying 
I should check with the hotel to make sure he was there. I shrugged the 
suggestion off, but she insisted, and cut me off in mid-sentence. I resented 
her for this, and I told her so, starting a fight that lasted all night. Finally, I 
called out of spite (it was around midnight), and heard the lady say there 
was no such guest staying in the hotel. I hung up the phone and started to 
cry.
Earl didn't call again until two years later, and at that point, I was still smarting from his last call. I mean, all the while he was growing up, 
I always offered to help him deal with whatever. He never sought my help, 
and I just assumed it was because of our age difference. Now, Earl had a 
sort of forced adulthood, and I had the resources to help, but he still 
shrugged me off. He always made me feel wrong, when all I tried to do was 
help. All my thoughts of Earl had become negative, and I desperately wanted 
to change that. This call, he spoke in kind of a whisper, and was very calm. 
He didn't tell me anything; the whole call was him asking me questions 
about my life, and him hushing me when I'd ask about his. My questions 
grew more and more rushed and nervous-sounding as the call went on; I 
absolutely had to know what in the world he was doing and all he did was 
ask trivial things about me. I was startled by the call and frightened for him, 
and I think it came out in my voice. I asked him again where he was, and 
he turned on me, mumbling at me to shut the hell up and worry about my 
own shit. All the while he spoke in a hushed tone, even when he cursed me, 
and it gave me the creeps. I listened to him breathe into the mouthpiece for 
a minute; he was smoking or something, he sounded out of breath. Finally, 
I asked if he wanted any money. His response: fuck you, man, and a hang 
up. That was the last time I heard his voice.
For a few months after that, I was extremely depressed, and quite literally did nothing for weeks. I would just sit in bed and watch TV 
all day, going days without showering, shaving, or changing clothes. At first 
Beth was an angel, bringing me soup or coffee or sandwiches and forcing
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me to eat. She put up with me like this for about two weeks. After that, she 
got fed up and said some nasty things and stayed with her mother for three 
days. Out of guilt, I cleaned myself up on the third day, went over there, 
pleaded my way past her mother, and delivered the most humble apology 
I'd ever delivered. I convinced Beth that I loved her and would never do 
anything like that to her ever again. She came back home with me, and I 
pretended to be happy for a while.
During the day when she was at Tait's were my depressed hours. Instead 
of trying to do something active as I had in the past, when Beth was at work 
I would just laze around. Sleep 'til noon, cook up something fatty and 
unhealthy, and watch soap operas until she got home. When I was with her 
for those months I acted like things were fine again, and I think I did a pretty 
good job. Beth seemed happy as she always did with our life, and things 
seemed relaxed again. I learned later we were both putting up facades.
She came home from Tait's about two months after my big apology, and 
we ate dinner and sat down to watch TV. I got up to go to the bathroom, 
and when I returned I noticed she was crying. I asked what was bothering 
her, and she told me she didn't like things, she didn't like me lately, I was 
different, quieter. She told me she was confused and didn't like what was 
happening anymore, and I listened to it all, for about an hour. It was the 
most emotion I had ever seen out of her. It seemed like the kind of thing 
that had been bubbling under the surface for a long time. I agreed with her. 
I was different, the whole Earl situation was and had been bothering me so 
much. We apologized profusely to one another, and cried in each other's 
arms until we fell asleep together on the couch. She woke me around two 
that morning, and we made love more passionately than we ever had. The 
next morning, we agreed that things needed to change.
A t first we thought it was the whole routine; maybe we needed to be together more. So, she quit her job at Tait's, and we started doing 
young couple things. We walked in the park together, shopped together and 
bought things for each other, visited various friends of hers throughout 
Iowa, and were generally intimate at all hours of the day. After three weeks 
of this, Beth got her job back at Tait's. Not that we didn't like being together, 
we just started having day-long fights, and we figured we'd be sick of each 
other if that lasted for long.
Things were then back to the way they had been for about a month, and 
I could tell that Beth was getting nervous about it. She had suggested I go 
work at a local nursery (not babies but trees), and it seemed like a good idea 
until I interviewed, and I figured there was no way I could put up with the 
boss, and as it turned out I wasn't hired anyway. Everything was quiet 
around the house again, not a comfortable quiet but a nervous one. We
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would eat breakfasts in silence, sit on opposite ends of a couch. We didn't 
say much, but Beth and I both knew that nothing was getting done.
We went out driving the next weekend, and Beth was doing most of the 
talking, just idle stuff, about things at work and such, when it occurred to 
me. We were coming to the top of a low hill on a main road when I realized 
it. "It's flat!" I exclaimed, interrupting her. Beth sent me a confused look. "It's 
too damn flat," I repeated, adding the adjectives for effect. Beth stiffened. I 
laid it on her, "Look at this land, it's so depressingly flat! We come to the top 
of a hill, look ahead in the distance, and there's nothing there! Acres and 
acres of nothing!" I pointed to the cornfields ahead, an ocean of green with 
only the thin white road bisecting, shooting forward as far as we could both 
see in the distance. Beth's mouth was slightly open, and her eyebrows were 
raised in disbelief. "Don't you get it?" It felt like a revelation. "It's like a 
metaphor for our lives, there's nothing in the distance, the future's flat, 
there's nothing there!" I felt clever, and grinned wildly. Beth looked out over 
the level farmland in front of us. "There's nothing there," I said, quietly. "Beth. 
We've gotta get out of Iowa." One week later, we drove to Massachusetts.
Beth had quit her job, again. The house was left alone, under the hired 
watch of neighbors. We took what we saw as essential stuff and loaded it 
into my car, and set up shop in the first available place we'd found, the 
apartment in Worcester. We figured Worcester would be as good a place as 
any, it being near where I grew up, in Wayland. In the days leading up to 
the trip, there was such excitement between me and Beth, like we'd finally 
found the answer to everything that was wrong with the world. It was the 
same way when we got settled in, excitement, anticipation. Neither of us 
had anything in mind, but it didn't matter. We weren't in Iowa; we were in 
MASSACHUSETTS. Life would be sweet.
Of course it wasn't. Beth had made the mistake of telling people our new phone number, and she received calls at all hours from people 
(usually her mother) telling her how stupid she was, how crazy she was, 
what could she possibly be thinking. So she always had that support when 
we would fight, which was always over the new routine I had fallen into, 
which consisted of me lazing around in Massachusetts, sometimes with old 
friends, often by myself. It wasn't so much "lazing"—I was just visiting 
people and places from my past, roads, schools, houses. Beth didn't like 
coming with me when I made these visits, and she said she'd do something 
else, although I learned when we fought that she stayed home and talked 
to her mother. She told me she spent most of her time without me crying, 
listening to people tell her how she'd messed up her life. I blew up at her; I 
told her she'd never change, she'd never get out of Iowa unless she cut Iowa 
off completely, which of course she couldn't do because she was a 30 year 
old little kid. A baby. She slapped me for the first time, hard, with the back 
of her hand, and I stormed out of the apartment.
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I returned later that night and found her things packed and reacted when 
I saw Beth by lowering my head and nodding, sighing through my nose. 
She stopped what she was doing and looked at me. I couldn't say this was 
unexpected. After a few long moments, she finally spoke and sounded very 
tired. She had to leave; it was all over. I lowered my chin to my chest, placing 
my forehead in the palm of my right hand. I watched in silence, without 
moving, as she carried all her things one by one, in neat little cardboard 
boxes, to a waiting cab below. When she got to her last box, Beth looked at 
me and whimpered, aren't you going to stop me? I shook my head, and that 
was that.
N ow, Beth lives in my grandmother's old house. I talked to her about five days after she left me, after she arrived back in Iowa. I told her 
the house and everything in it was hers. I felt like it was the last good thing 
I could do for her; she couldn't move back with her mom. She started to 
explain to me that she couldn't put up with my life any longer, but I couldn't 
stand to hear it and stopped her. I told her good-bye and hung up.
I wish I could be with her now, but it never would work. I'm not her. 
What I do is wake up around 11:00, go out for lunch, read newspapers, take 
walks or read (depending on weather), visit friends or shop, cook up a cheap 
dinner, watch sports on TV, and go to sleep. That's all. That's what I do.
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Poor Concentration
Sunset’s oppressive rays ground their final fifteen minutes 
Against the shattered windows 
And eroded bricks of industry,
A photograph of pitiless intensity, 
and questionable vacancy.
Meanwhile, she lay forty yards away,
Undaunted by the sun,
Sprawled over the inactive train tracks.
Staring at the doddering structure,
She longed for a camera,
and queerly wondered if Inspector No. 451 worked there.
Soon the sun gave way to night.
The outline of the building faded 
and in an overeducated analysis, 
she wondered if it was a physical manifestation 
of her empty heart.
Symbolism can be so stifling though, 
as she became indignant
And queerly wondered just who was Inspector No. 451 to judge 
the quality of anything?
The air positively still,
Tall weeds shrouded her from civilization.
She propped her head on the steel rail
and relaxed to the music of the crickets
and suddenly the slow songs didn’t seem so corny anymore
so she hummed aloud.
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"Live in the present tense," the crickets echoed.
So she eyed her spartan surroundings, 
and breathed in the dry air,
And queerly wondered if fitness activists would push for a 
low-calorie Body of Christ—
And would spiritual cannibalism lead to eternal bliss?
Call it poor concentration.
But she plucked the dandelion next to her 
and held it up to the stars
and took a bite, stealthily savoring the raw soft texture 
but it tasted awful.
This led her to ponder earlier humans,
And how they determined what to eat. . . 
what to wear. . . 
what to say. . .
Pre-speech?
So she gloried in her nocturnal silence,
Rolled on her side,
Scrawled primitive communication in the dirt.
Symbolism can be stifling though, 
as she became deviant,
And queerly wondered if tonight. .. just maybe tonight. . . 
the train would be active
—  Natalie Bair
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known to all 
mentioned by name
caught in
the splendored gloss 
of morning brilliance








and, again, this fate 
questions beyond reason 
but careens the sheer pace 
of logic
—  Michael D. Kimiec
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the shape of days
Jeremy P. Bushnell
The universe has a shape. It is a shape that we do not recognize; it eludes the picturebook definitions of shape, it is neither circle nor 
square nor triangle. The shape of the universe is the final shape, the shape 
with no boundaries, comprised of no lines or curves; it flows off the edges 
of any page upon which we try to draw it. It is an intricate construction in 
a pop-up book, and it has been unfolding ever since it was opened.
We do not like to believe in the shape of the universe. Everything that 
we know has a beginning and an ending, and we envy the universe's ability 
to continue to fling itself forever forward, forward into more of itself. It 
never stops.
My mother has just died and I am in her dim yellow bedroom, surrounded by pale houseplants and squares of sunlight. The 
shape of my mother's life has reached its edges, and I stand at the window 
and stare into the sky and insist that the universe come to an end as well, 
that it mimic everything I know so that I can assume equal importance. But 
things keep moving, the pine trees outside keep swaying in the wind, and 
all of these things—the trees, the wind, the yellow bedroom—will have their 
own endings, and even then things will keep moving.
In a shape with no edges everything happens at once.
I am twelve and my mother is getting remarried. The man's name is Manfred; he is a German. I don't know anything about Germany 
except from World War II movies; I want to hate him. I play games in the 
yard with sharp sticks, stabbing at trees which I imagine as Manfred. Before 
the wedding he tells me that he wants me to call him "father" from now on. 
He pronounces it "fotter." It is easy for me to call him "fotter," but I keep 
"father" to myself, walling it up somewhere in my mind. For years I call him 
"fotter," and when my mother catches me she stares at me sternly, she thinks 
that I am making fun of his way of speaking, and she scolds me, but in reality 
I am doing something far worse, I am pushing this man who is supposed to 
become my new father further and further away. The scoldings thrill me 
because I am getting away with something.
When I am sixteen a blue-and-white electrical storm crackles around the 
house. Some of the trees that I imagined as Manfred are blown over; he 
chops them up and they are used as firewood. I watch him blow up the 
chimney, as smoke and glowing orange specks.
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When I am fifty-three my mother dies, I am in a meeting when the call 
comes, she is dying, by the time I reach the house she is already dead, the 
doctors leave me alone with her.
Sixteen minutes have passed since then.
I am in the psychiatrist's office, it is all leather and bookbindings, this was years ago, and the psychiatrist says that he only wants me to talk 
about things that happened to me before I was six, that nothing beyond that 
point is important. I tell him that I cannot remember anything from that 
long ago, and he scoffs good-naturedly and tells me that I can if I try hard 
enough, that in the human brain there is enough room to remember 
everything that has ever occurred to me. The concept frightens me, and it 
frightens me more when I realize it is true. The lyrics of popular songs from 
the fifties float up in my head like a thousand silver bubbles, songs I haven't 
thought about in years are now scrambling for my attention in the dim space 
of the psychiatrist's office. Memory, then, is another boundless shape, 
another glowing room without walls, without beginnings or endings, a 
private ocean that we bob in forever and ever. I understand why I have gone 
to the psychiatrist, and I do not return.
My mother made Manfred leave when she was thirty-eight, twelve years 
after she had left my father. I was coming home from school and I saw him 
loading his long black car. He looked at me, and his ruddy red forehead 
was wrinkled with anger and confusion. He opened his mouth several times 
to say something, but in the end he just loaded his suitcase into the trunk, 
nestling it in between a lamp and a bulging cardboard box, and he drove 
away. He did not look back. I could hear my mother laughing from her 
upstairs window as he disappeared around the corner.
The leaves fell from the trees that year, they have fallen fifty-three times 
for me, they fell seventy-four times for my mother. Things move on.
Manfred died six years later, stomach cancer; my mother learned of it 
through a letter from the executor of the will. He left her a few bits of 
memorabilia, old photos mainly, and a few shares of stock that they had 
picked out together. I did not learn this until recently. The stock has been 
sold, but the photos may still survive, tucked in an album, or maybe they lie 
in a landfill somewhere, the eyes of the people in the photos long gone blind 
from being underground for years, their faces pressed up against plastic bags 
and crumbling newspapers. Or perhaps they were burned by my mother, 
set down in the glass ashtray and set upon with a match, flaring into the air 
with a tired yet flamboyant disintegration. I do not know.
My wife is leaving me and I do not know it. I am forty-three and I come home one day and step through the front door and immedi­
ately I can feel that something is absent, there has been some sort of
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reduction; I feel as though I have just come out of surgery, some part once 
within me is now missing, removed while I slept. I did not see it coming 
but I should have, the signs were there.
I am forty-three and I am walking through the rooms of the house again 
and again, everywhere I turn I notice something else gone. It is not the big 
absences that pain me; I do not miss the closetfull of her clothes, or the 
cabinet of china, rather, I am pained the most by the tiny things that have 
vanished, the framed tulip print that hung by the bay window, her grungy 
shower cap gone from the hook. I do not know where she has gone: she is 
simply deleted, removed, evaporated.
I curl up on the bed that once was ours and I masturbate; I have to relish 
the memories of her, one last time, before they fade, it is something I need 
to do. It comforts me, and this is not strange, because in my imagination 
she is someone who I can control. In my imagination she is someone who 
she never was in real life.
And she is gone and I lie in bed and I wish for death to swoop in through 
the window and surround me, rippling over the endtable and bed like 
octopus ink, I pray for this undignified ending, I pray blindly for anything, 
something that will stop the mysterious white pain that is corroding me like 
an acid. And even while I am calling on death I realize that I am curled in 
a fetal position, lying in milky, translucent puddles of still-swarming life, 
and I can feel another cycle click complete with the finality of endings, and 
I know then that the shape of our days is a circle.
Even a circle has the regrettable edge, a burning ribbon of boundary.
My mother is sixty and she is talking on the phone to me from Montreal, she is telling me that the reason she was so unhappy with 
men—my father, Manfred, all the other, nameless ones—is that she has been 
a lesbian all of her life. She has only just realized it, only put into those terms 
right now, however, and she wants me to know, her crackling voice explains 
from hundreds of miles away. I am in Missouri, and the air is hot and wet; 
I hold the phone in the crook of my neck and pick up my sweating glass of 
lemonade.
My mother is going on and on, debating with herself about the meanings 
of feminism, and the thought comes to me that she is younger than I am in 
all the ways that matter, she is adventurous and free and brave, and I am 
growing stagnant, like the swamp water that billows up through the ground 
to gather in low pools on my front lawn. I grow more rigid every day. At 
this time I am thirty-nine but I feel as though forty will be the end of me, I 
will swallow myself like an alchemist's serpent, the horizon ahead of me 
looks more and more like an edge and I cannot turn away. It seems as
47
though my mother has never had these problems, she has always been 
proud and assured, stable as rock, flexible as grass.
All her youth did not save her from all her age.
I am now fifty-three years old. My mother has just died and I am in her dim yellow bedroom, surrounded by pale houseplants and squares of 
sunlight. When I close my eyes I can see her going, slipping down the long 
black slope, vanishing from me. Death is not hard to imagine. I can see her 
eyes flickering, flaring like wild candles one final time, and then her crinkled 
eyelids come down like crumpled curtains, perhaps she raises her hand in 
a benedictive gesture, and then it falls down again, slowly, like a cobweb 
dropping through space, and then there is simply no more left to imagine. 
She has not gone to heaven or hell, for neither she nor I ever believed in 
those, she has simply gone, she has become a part of some greater whole that 
we call "death;" she belongs to that now. She shall not be returning: the violet 
palace of death is a place where you go to live forever.
Then death, too, is a shape without edges, and dying is when we at last 
reach the universe on its own terms.
My mother's wrinkled mouth is set in a tight, thin line, demanding, 
determined. I try to imagine it as a smile.
T open the window and the breeze comes in, and the dry leaves of the 
houseplants flutter like the wings of ancient birds. I turn back to look 
at my mother's body. I know now that I am still learning about the shapes 
of things. I know now that I am still young.
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Uncle Frank’s Milky Way
fill me with that sublime gray 
veiled behind clouds at night.
sounds flitter and submerge 
this time, alone, 
to be alone in a field
with my cotton shirt and walking stick,
no reference for sorrow.
blowing trees do not inspire pity or mercy.
the memory held close
these blowing vapors already evaporating into
humidity and sweat.
they are allowed here with the deer and birds, 
tears are banished, unless they clean the eyes, 
unless they serve the purpose of survival.
clouds at night blow feelings away.
—  M att Taddei
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Being Seven on Early October Evenings 
in Rural M assachusetts
Like the cry of an owl, the whistle went up 
and the screen door would fly open 
and clang shut
hard enough to knock the rain stick off the porch railing 
(and it usually did).
And so began the retrieval of crushed coins 
left on the track by the three white stones.
The faces in the trees, 
open-mouthed and watching me,
past the stone wall in the blue cold, 
skipping into the silver strings of moonlight 
that tangle in the branches,
And here, etched in my mind like a Degas:
"Barefoot Child In Father’s White Tee-Shirt Pirouetting on Train Track". 
Hair spinning like twisted twigs around my head, 
eyes shining like wet pennies, 
embracing it all—  
the sigh of the leaves, 
the roots of the night.
—  Alicia Bessette
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Before I got sick, I had friends, plenty of 'em. Now the only calls I get are from people lookin' to sell me somethin'—and family. But I'd 
rather they didn't call. They don't understand. They think I'm not tryin' 
hard 'nuf. They cling to the memories of the old days, the same memories 
I used to cling to before I realized that this is the way it was gonna be forever. 
That sounds like I gave up hope, I know, but I didn't. It's just that I know. 
I can feel it in my bones, that this ain't leavin'—no way, no how. It's here to 
stay, at least as long as I does.
Hopefully, that won't be too much longer. I proved my point now; there's 
nuthin' left. I showed 'em I can last this way if I want to, I just don't want 
to anymore. And since I don't believe in no God that cares anymore anyway, 
takin' myself ain't nuthin' wrong with. I used to think there was somethin'. 
But now I just think, if there is somethin', I don't want no part of none of 
that anyway, after what He do to me. It just ain't right. I never done nuthin' 
near to deservin' this treatment. Nuthin'. I remember when I's a little kid, 
grandaddy used to tell me stories of the Bible. Jonah gettin' eaten by a whale, 
and some such somebody's wife turned to salt for lookin' 'round. I think 
back now he just tole me that stuff to make me behave good, 'cause I'd be 
scared a God. And to think that this is how I turned out anyway, makes me 
think I lost a lotta good years of fun listenin' to that stuff 'bout Jesus. Never 
was no Jesus.
The bug caught me when I's 'bout fourteen. Me and Sugarman was layin' by the river with our pants rolled up and our feet are danglin' 
over the side, laughin' in the nighttime. We was playin' 'round with each 
other, makin' jokes 'bout nuthin" really. And laughin'. I never done so much 
laughin' at one time, as when I used to roll on them banks with Sugar. They 
called him Sugar because they used to say he was as pretty as a girl. All the 
guys did, and they wasn't lyin'. How he ended up with me is another long 
story in itself, but anyways, that the first time I remember feelin' the bug. 
What Sugar done to me that night I still ain't toll' nobody, never will. Not 
that it was bad or nuthin", just shocked me s'all. I never knew you could do 
those things to somebody. Never forget Sugar, even if he did give me the 
bug.
After that, all I wanted to do was be with Sugar. Mama say I got sugar 
on the brain. Prob'ly right, too. Sugar, Sugar, Sugar—everywhere I went, 
that was all I said. Alls I thought 'bout, too, was Sugar. Mama—'cause I'm 
writ' this for you— the things we done after that night'd make ol' Satan 
blush. But I never tol" no one, never a one, just like Sugar tol" me not to.
52
He said he knows what he doin'. And I don't mind, just as long as he keep 
on cornin' over.
Somebody shot Sugar sometime 'round then, for his money. They took his gold chains too. And I never got to say good-bye to my Sugarman. 
After that, I's never the same. Maybe I's the same, but it wasn't the same. 
Other men could have me, but they wasn't Sugar. Not even close. Mama, 
he loved a girl like no how. And he talked pretty too. That's why I didn't 
mind callin' him Sugar, 'cause the way he talked to me.
Once I got the bug real bad, which's a while 'fore me first noticin' it. I 
tried prayin'. I went to church and sat clappin' and singin', but after so long, 
I gave up. Wasn't workin'. The preacher tried some of his feelin' stuff on me 
too, but I wasn't havin' none of that. He calls hisself a man of God. Like I 
don't know there ain't no God.
I's 'bout twenty-three, twenty-four when the bug got me real bad. 
Couldn't do nuthin' no more, it seemed, but sit all day and wonder. I went 
off to work sometimes, but sometimes it's be nighttime, and I'm goin' off 
like it was mornin'. And I got to callin' out sick all the time, so no place would 
keep me. Mama used to think I's just lazy, but she give up on that now, after 
these years—give up on me too. She never call me no more. Kinda better 
that way, if you ask me, 'cause I got nuthin" to say—to nobody. Maybe's if 
Sugar was 'round still I might tell him, but he long gone.
The bug's a funny thing. It used to come and go, but now, it just stays with me all day. Never goes away no more. People think they know 
all 'bout me, but they don't—never did. Just like that doctor. He sayin' all 
kinds a funny stuff to mama, when he thinks I can't hear him. I knows he 
calls me crazy, but that ain't right neither. I's only as crazy as everyone else. 
I give up on tryin' to tell anybody 'bout this damn bug anymore. They never 
listen to me no how.
I calls it a bug because it's like a bug done crawled in my ear and whisper 
things to me—kinda like Sugar used to, 'cept louder than Sugar. Mean things 
this bug say. Hurtful things he tell me to do. I don't know where my little 
bug come from, but he come he and ain't no gettin' rid of him since. My 
baby be 'bout sixteen now, if that bug hadn't come along. But nuthin" I can 
do 'bout none of that now.
I's just tired s'all. I'm gonna go off to sleep now, I think. Only I ain't never 
wakin' up. Ain't nuthin" I want here no more anyways. Just pain and misery, 
s'all. I'm just hopin' that damn bug ain't with me when I gets to where it is 
I'm goin', s'all. Mama, take good care now, I's just gonna go off and try to 
find daddy. If I do, I'll tell him all about how you been.
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Soul
He lay motionless on the 
drab brown chintz sofa, 
head resting dully on her leg.
She sat fidgeting
in the sweltering Hainseville heat,
fanning herself with yesterday’s newspaper.
as if in slow motion
His head lazily lolled
like a broken pendulum,
his mouth was slightly open,
sucking in the heavy air with
long, drawn out breaths
that droned a monotone sigh.
Her own breaths came short 
with a quick intensity.
The crickets by the road 
matched her pulses
and for a second, the two sounded in unison.
Accelerated chirps,
which to her, sounded out of place
amid the murky Mississippi mud.
Restlessness flowed through her 
and made her momentarily faint.
Her eyes briefly settled on the 
stone vase which had been 
a wedding gift from a distant relative.
From somewhere off in the distance, 
a hound barked twice, 
and then 
was quieted.
—  Leslie Turchetti
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liberation is never silent
memory is an eel,
a flexible tube of sea-colored flesh
bending smoothly back on itself
weaving a slow path through a murky tank
it passes by the light
and a bit of it
a segment in motion
grows into clarity for a moment
until the eel pulls itself through
back into the dark.
I, diminutive,
sit at the edge of the tank
a hook and line hanging between my dangling feet— 
never satisfied with seeing a bit at a time 
I want to see the whole eel 
all at once;
stretch it out on the floor to dry. 
it will assist in analysis.
there are many other ideas,
equally foolish and the order of the day is
to orchestrate a grand, jumped-up cacophony
a happy exploding noise
by allowing myself to drop them all
like a sweaty young porter deliberately losing his grip
on several suitcases at once
in the dim back stairwell
of an old, magnificent hotel.




Last night she came a-rasping at my window,
With a leather brief case under her wing,
"Our records show that on such-a-such-a day,
In such-a-such-a year, under such-a-such-a pillow, 
The present specimen was falsely presented— 
Therefore, we want our money back."
From a small brown envelope, a pebble appeared, 
With all the markings of a model molar,
No cavities, no caps, no braces,
Brushed and flossed three times a day.
Long lost, long gone, long forgotten,
Exchanged for 50 copper coins.
Clearing her throat, she stated calmly,
"If, dear sir, you don’t comply—
We have our ways to take your smile.
Piece by piece and one by one,
Very fair price for an impostor,
Your final chance to make amends."
Tiny foot, tiny tapping,
Waiting for a quick reply,
Hand unfurls, hand tick tocking,
"Haven’t got all night," she says, 
and so in slumbery mumbly murmur,
1 respond: "The Tooth Fairy isn’t real."
Thus, for 50 copper coins,
Spent long ago on lemon sticks,
I awoke without a smile,
My mouth filled up with tiny pebbles, 
and a notecard with one small message:
"The Tooth Fairy isn’t real."
- D u f f y
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New Year’s Day
it’s baby new year 
(that’s me.)
I have not yet seen
the velvety wine petals of your voracious flower 
or the spinning-eyed drunken daredevil 
or the careless consumption of toxic nourishment. 
And I’m holding a new leaf.
Do a handstand for the nipping Chihuahua. 
Would that qualify as turning it over?
They’re all barking for me 
In my bio-degradable diaper.
Balanced on top of an unstable platform, 
standing miles above the traffic jam.
They’re all waving for me
In my detachable sash and bare feet.
I have not yet touched
the sensitivity in your secret nooneknows 
or the prickly sliver of our blood oath 
or the muscular ripple of a shoulder.
I have not yet developed 
Not in my bare feet.
I have not yet tasted
the bitter charm of your precision 
or the spinning-eyed drunk’s homemade bourbon 
or the salty-perfect-silk of a neck.
it’s baby new year 
(they cried)
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Then I saw, touched, tasted 
it,
Felt its chill up my back, 
forcing me to shave chihuahua hair 
to knit new year socks.
happy new year 
(from me!)
the experienced baby.
—  Natalie Bair





There is no line at this cashier.
"Quick," I think, "quick,
Don’t take the moment to look at my solitary meals.
Budget gourmet, small pizza, coffee and granola bars."
"This is no simple loneliness."
The cashier is my age.
She watches the food,
Pressed together, her lips reveal what she so desires to hide. 
My mind commands her:
"I won’t be back soon,
Pack it up!
This is not ordinary.
It’s emergency confinement—last ditch supplies 
For the final alert."
She is sympathetic.
Simultaneously managing both understanding,
And grave misunderstanding of my entire character.
"What he did not say last night,
You will never know,
Because he did not say it," i explain.
"But I know, know enough to recluse."
Where realizing takes on absent, formless exits,
And mourning will allow me other breaths, elsewhere,
With other cashiers.
—  Hillary O ’ Connor
61
Patrons
Dr. Toni Culjak Barbara Travato
Marie and Les O’Connor Jeannie Welsh
Dr. Robert Sarnowski Zane and Charles Wolf
Benefactors
Susan Borkowski Charles and Roseanne Hofmann
Robert Fallon James and Maribel Molyneaux
Richard Goedkoop Charles and Helena White
Charles and Patricia Haberstroh
Friends
Tara Lyn Bubenick Brother Gerry Molyneaux
David and Carol Efroymson Margot and Paul Soven
Kathleen E. Hohenleitner Bert and Lynn Streib
Cecile E. Kandl
Michael and Mary Ann Kerlin
Jane F. Turk
Grimoire Staff
Managing Editor: Rob Sarnowski
Art Editor: Sandra Peoples
Assistant Art Editor: Joseph Sulock
Fiction Editor: Sean Flannery
Poetry Editor Jodi Apicelli
Business Manager: Kevin Kelly
Desktop Publishing Editor: Sean Keefe
Desktop Publishing Assistant: Monica Rossi
Distribution Czar: Jack  Berkenstock, Jr.
Fiction Workshop Coordinator: Hillary O ’ Connor












Advisor: Dr. Toni Culjak


